CHAPTER X
FIRST  VISIT  TO  PARIS
LIKE all foreigners of my time I was anxious to see thfc
Palais Royal. I visited it the first morning after my arrival
The rather fine garden of this famous place was surrounded
with high houses, the paths were bordered with tall trees,
people walked about by the fountains, or stopped at the
stalls to buy scent, tooth-picks, playthings, or the latest
pamphlet. Men and women were taking their breakfast on
the pavement before the cafes; I seated myself at a smaB
table and ordered chocolate, which was abominable, although
served in a superb silver cup. I asked the waiter if the coffer
was better?
'Excellent,' he answered. CI made it myself yesterday,'
I was not surprised after this to find it worse than tht
chocolate.
I asked if there was any news. He replied that the
dauphiness had given birth to a son, whereupon sn abbe
seated at the next table to me said, cNonsense, it is a
daughter.5 A third person came up and said, CI have just
come from Versailles, and it is neither son nor daughter.' -
He then observed that I must be a foreigner. I was Italian,
I said, and he began to talk about the Court, the town, and
the theatres, and wound up by offering to show me over
Paris.
I thanked him, and getting up walked away. The abbe
joined me, and told me the names of the well-known people
we met. We left the Palais Royal by the big gate, and came
upon a crowd of people round a shop which bore the sign of
'The Civet Cat.'
'What is going on here?' I asked.
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